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right into the machine-gun nest might prove effective
Crouching inside the gate near our positions, I heard the captain in command saying to his men: "No use dawdling here any longer. Ill crawl out there and throw a handful of eggs inside.**
"I could do it better, sir/* a voice piped up It was not the voice of a grown-up man It broke on this short sentence and ended in a falsetto. *Tm much smaller. They won't see me so easily/*
The captain muttered something.
"I can do it, sir,** the boy's shrill voice pleaded. ''YaaH see, I can do it. They won't even see me crawling.**
There was a moment of silence. Then the officer said: "All right Go, sonny. Well try to divert their attention.**
He uttered a few more words. Immediately a handful of men darted to the opposite side of the street From there they opened fire on the Germans. The boy sneaked out of the gate. Flat on his belly he crawled toward the spluttering machine-gun nest. He pushed a square flagstone out of the sidewalk pavement ahead of him.
Breathlessly I watched him crawl, measuring the distance
"Good Lord, let him fall them/* I prayed. My fists were clenched.
Now the boy was right near the pillbox. Too dose for the machine-gun bullets to stop him. Slowly, cautiously, he began to get up. He pulled out the grenades. I could see his face plainly then, a face out of this world, gnm with purpose, and I began to cry.
The boy rose to his full height He thrust into tbe death-spitting mouth of the pillbox his handful of grenades. Instantly the explosion hit the whole square. *flie pillbox went up in smoke and fire.
We ran out from behind the gate, and made for tie boy. I was not conscious of the sudden silence natii I came to the small body lying in a heap out there, Thea I